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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

were not written in dialect, but in English like the Spirituals. 
This is true also of some of the other poems in the book 
which seem to have a good deal of the folk feeling, but dis- 
guised rather than helped by the dialect which has come 
to be commonplace and banal. A. C. H. 



WAX TABLETS 

Tablettes de Cire, par A. de Brimont. Calmann-Levy, Paris. 

Frail things are proverbially long lived: "The bust out- 
lasts the throne." Time and again we are assured that Greek 
mythology is played out. Neither the crowns of the French 
Academy nor the classical titles of the poems could attract 
one to the book before me. 

For five hundred years a part of the population of Europe 
has been engaged in retelling these tales. They are shown 
time after time in what have been called, I think with short- 
sightedness, the "waxen" idylls of Amaltheus. It is rare 
that in the retelling one comes upon fresh imagination, as 
in John Baptist Pigna's Nymphae in their flight from the 
satyrs : 

Osculaque arboribus lachrymis madefacta tenellis 
Figere : sed Nymphas cum iam sat saepe vocassent. 

People given up wholly to rhetoric will wonder how a book 

with no unusual phrase, no original thought, no violence of 

expression, can yet manage to hold one's interest, and to 

establish the personality of its author. The poems in 

Tablettes de Cire are worthy of their title. 
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Wax Tablets 

fechos, legers echos, en passant par mes levres 
Soyez freres de l'orabre et des reflets sur l'eau, 
Les reflets d'un reflet — les echos d'un echo! 

Carvings in ivory so white that at first glance one fears 
perhaps it is celluloid. Many things contrary to my own 
particular canons of art. Rhymed couplets, which are not 
contrary to my canons, but everywhere a purity of tone, 
sustained, permeating every expression. Nowhere does the 
reach exceed the grasp. That is perhaps the secret, the sign 
in this case of the curious sincerity of an artist who will 
pretend to no emotion beyond what she has felt, and who 
has the wisdom to know that emotion as felt has been 
enough for the poem. It is a book that could have come only 
from France; that could have been written, or published, 
only where an author was conscious of a finally civilized 
audience, an audience capable of receiving such poems. 

In La Peche Merveilleuse I think the old legend is refilled 

with magic, as also in Syrinx with touches of whimsicality: 

II trouble les Mots purs pour voiler son image! 

fitre un dieu lourd et laid quand tous les dieux sont beaux. 

There is a felicitous rendering from the Arabic beginning: 

Ta robe avait glisse dans la riviere verte, 

Et toi, les bras tendus, le visage pali, 

Les sourcils remontes et la bouche entr'ouverte, 

Tu la regardais fuir, fille de Bakili. 

Je suivais des sentiers deja suivis la veille, 

Car je crains les detours du sentier different: 

"Salut" dis-je, "salut! Ta jeunesse est pareille 

A la robe de lin qu'entraine le courant; 

Pareille, elle s'enfuit au fil du temps qui presse." 

E. P. 
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